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The Reject Club 
"What the fuck are you doing here?" 


Jason Newsted, former bassist of Metallica, didn't even bother turning his head. "What the fuck does it look 


like I'm doing," he growled. "I'm in a fucking bar. You figure it out." 
"Having a drink?" 


Jason made a big show of tossing back the shot of Southern Comfort he had in his glass. "Gosh, Mustaine, 
nothing gets by you, does it.” 


Dave Mustaine, former lead guitarist of Metallica, slapped him on the back. "I see all," he proclaimed. 
Jason turned and glared at him. "You are so full of shit.” He signaled for the bartender. "I'll have another." 
"Hey, Mick. I'll have what he's having," Dave said as he sat down next to Jason. 

"Sure thing.” The bartender moved down the bar. 


Jason watched him grab a bottle of SoCo. "Bar's half empty. Go find some other place to sit and leave me the 


fuck alone," Jason snarled at his unwanted companion. 

"But | don't want to leave you alone," Dave whispered in his ear, tugging at a strand of brown-red hair. 

Two glasses appeared on the bar in front of them. Jason reached for his drink, but didn't bring it to his lips. 
Instead, he rolled his fingers around the edge of the glass while he considered the man next to him. "Fuck off. | 


don't want you near me." 


"Aw, Newsted, you don't really mean that.” Dave sipped his drink. "If that's what you wanted you would have 


gone somewhere else." 
Jason didn't say anything. He grabbed his glass and downed its contents. 


"Mick, bring us the bottle," Mustaine ordered as he threw his arm around Jason's shoulders. "Its gonna be a 


long night.” 
The bartender gave a mock salute and put the bottle down in front of them. 


Jason waited for him to walk away before speaking. "I can go anywhere | want to drink It's a fucking free 


cou ntry." 


Dave poured him another shot. "Yeah. But you came here. | own the fucking bar and you know I'd show up here 
eventually. Don't think no one's noticed that you've been in here every night this week. So, Newsted, now that 


you finally found me, what is it that you want?" 

The arm around Jason's shoulders tightened and he felt nails drag lightly up and down his neck. He tried to 
stifle the shudder that ran through him. The smirk on Mustaine's face told him that he had failed. "I don't 
want anything. Especially from you." 


"Fucking liar." Mustaine almost sounded affectionate. "What? You thought if you couldn't have one Metallica lead 
guitarist, you'd try for the other? That it, Jason?" 


Jason stiffened and tried to jerk out of Dave's grasp, but the other man's fingers dug into his arm. He stilled 


and the fingers relaxed, caressing his bare skin under the edge of his t-shirt. "Shut the fuck up. Just shut the 
fuck up. You don't know shit." 


"Oh, but | *do* know. | know you've lusted after Hammett for years." 

Jason stared at Dave. The truth of those words hit him in places he'd thought were protected by a shell of 
indifference he had cultivated ever since joining Metallica. The "l-don't-care" attitude was the only way he had 
managed to survive the terrible hazing he'd endured To think it had all been for nothing. Mustaine's casual 
words had ripped through his protective shield like a butcher knife through paper. 


"What's the matter?" Dave swiped a finger along the bottom of Jason's lip. "Cat got your tongue?" 


Jason pulled his head away from the roving finger. "Mind your own fucking business. | don't know where you 


dug this shit up, but it's not fucking true." 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "You think you're so smart. Poor, poor Jason. Thought you could hide your feelings of 


lust, but you couldn't” 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"Haven't you asked yourself yet how | know all this?" Dave took a sip of his drink. "Aren't you even the least 


bit curious to know where | got my information?" 
"| don't give a fuck," Jason growled, "because none of the shit you're spewing is true.” 
Dave shook his head. "You know what they say about protesting too much, don't you?" 


Jason shoved him away, dislodging the arm around his shoulders. "I'm sick of this. Sick of you. Leave me the 


fuck alone." 


| heard it from great authority, you know. Fuck, he's the highest authority on anything Metallica" Dave leaned 


forward and stared into Jason's eyes. "Lars." 


"Lars?" Jason stood up. "No fucking way. You guys can't stand to even be in the same fucking room so how am 


| supposed to believe you talked?" 


Dave grabbed the bottle of SoCo and took a swallow. Wiping his mouth on the back of his hand, he said, "Didn't 


you see ‘Some Kind of Monster'?" 


Jason paled and sat back down. He'd never been able to keep his secret from the drummer. He often wondered 


if Lars had had some Voodoo priest or witch at his beck and call. "Yeah, | saw the fucking movie." 


"We talked about lots of shit." Dave put a hand on Jason's shoulder. "And not all of it got on film." 


"Shit." 


"Yeah, shit” Dave smiled and took another swig out of the bottle. His eyes never wavered from Jason's face, 


but his next words were not meant for him. "Mick," he called. 
"Yeah, boss?" The bartender appeared in front of them. 
"Chase everyone out," Dave commanded in a low voice. "Lock up behind you. Ill take care of everything in here." 


"You got it, boss." The bartender turned away and started shouting at the few patrons that the bar was 


closed. 
"What the fuck did you do that for?" Jason asked as he watched people leave the bar. 


Dave didn't answer until Mick had closed the door behind him. "I thought it was time to make this party 


private." 


"What? What party? Fuck, Mustaine, you've had way too much to drink” Jason yanked the bottle away from 
Dave and took a swallow. As he let the liquid slide down his throat, he gazed at the man in front of him. 


Dave was wearing a black t-shirt with the sleeves cut off. The shirt looked like it had been washed thousands 
of times. It was almost threadbare. But it was the hair that captured Jason's attention. The long red hair fell 
in waves down Dave's back and over his shoulders. It was thick and shiny, reminding Jason of burnt copper. He 
felt a stirring in his groin. Not an unusual sensation when he thought about that hair. Not even Kirk's wild 
curls had ever provoked such a response. He restrained his natural desire to touch it. 

"You finished?" Dave's voice cut through his lustful thoughts. 

"Huh? What?" Jason's mind scrambled to get back onto solid ground. 


"Caught you staring.” Dave smiled and tucked a strand of hair behind his ear. "Like what you see?" 


Jason scowled and took another pull from the whiskey bottle. He was buying time to gather his thoughts. 


"You're so full of yourself” 
"Maybe." Dave leaned forward, his lips brushing Jason's earlobe. "But I'd rather be full of you." 
Jason jerked his head around, eyes going wide. 


Dave laughed. "Hey, we have a club now. We should have our own type of secret handshake..if you know what | 


mean." Dave blew into Jason's ear. 


Jason shivered. "What the fuck are you talking about? What club?" 
Dave sat back and crossed his arms. He smirked at Jason. "The Metallica Reject Club." 


Fuck youl" Jason got to his feet, knocking over his bar stool. "| was never rejected from Metallica | quit. You're 
the one who was fired." 


"Quit. Fired. It's all the same." Dave snorted. "Call it what you want, Jason, but it all boils down to the same 
thing. You aren't one of them anymore.” 


"Yeah," Jason growled, "but that was my choice." 


"That's what you think. If the great dictator knew that you wanted to fuck Kirk, you can bet your ass James 
did, too. And if the Mighty Hetfield knew you were sniffing around his property than your days were 


numbered, man. You damn well know he doesn't share." 
"I still wasn't fired," Jason said through clenched teeth. "I walked away of my own god-damned free will" 


"Doesn't matter. James got what he wanted. And that was you gore." Dave leaned on the bar. "Like it or not, 
you were rejected. You just didn't get the major send off that | did" 


"|. Was. Not. Rejected" Jason slammed the bottle of booze down on the bar. "l made the decision to leave. 
*l* rejected them." 


Dave stood up and put his hand on Jason's chest. "You are so much like James. So much like him that you 
want to be him.even wanted his slut. But you see, Jason, there can only be one Hetfield and you had to go." 


Jason grabbed Mustaine by the shoulders, squeezing them, noting with satisfaction the pain that flickered in 
the other man's eyes. "You don't know what the fuck you're talking about. Shut the fuck up." 


Dave smiled up at Jason as his hand started to roam over his chest. His thumb brushed a nipple and it 
hardened, outlined by Jason's red t-shirt. "It's all about control, isn't it? That's all you ever wanted. You just 
wanted to be in control." He tilted his head back and grazed his teeth along Jason's jaw. "Well, Jason, | can give 


that to you. Rule over me, baby. Make me do what you want." 


Jason's body shook as the tingling in his cock gave way to urgent need. He yanked Mustaine hard against his 
chest. Without giving Dave time to take a breath, Jason had captured his mouth in a bruising kiss. 


Dave's hands slipped between them. He pinched Jason's nipples hard, twisting them beneath the fabric of his t- 
shirt. 


Jason groaned and battered his way into Dave's mouth with his tongue. He swept every inch of Dave's mouth, 
battling his tongue into submission. 


Dave whimpered, slipping his hands under Jason's shirt. His fingers smoothed over the firm flesh of his 


stomach, gliding upward along his sternum until his palms came to rest on Jason's erect nipples. 


Jason finally gave into his impulse and gripped handfuls of hair on either side of Dave's head. He yanked Dave's 
head backward, breaking the kiss, leaving both of them gasping for air. "You're mine." 


"Yours." Dave managed to gasp out. 
"My slut," Jason growled at him. "Say it. You're my slut. My whore." 
Dave was still panting, but his gaze was steady on Jason's face. "You're slut. Your whore. Yours." 


Something in Jason's soul began to sing. "Yes," he hissed. "Yes. Mine." He leaned down and bit at Dave's lips, 
breaking the skin. Ignoring Dave's groan of pain, he lapped at the blood, reveling in his ownership of this man. He 


nibbled at Dave's jaw. "| want you to take my cock into your mouth, my darling slut. Take it all. Take it deep,’ 


he murmured into Dave's ear even as he caressed his throat. 

Jason felt Dave's Adam apple bob as he swallowed. 

"G--give it.give it to me," Dave said as Jason pushed him to his knees. 

Jason pulled his shirt up over his head, tossing it onto the floor behind him. Dave had already managed to 
unbutton his 50I's and was now dragging his jeans and underwear down his hips. He stepped out of them and 
kicked them away. Naked, he spread his legs as Dave began to lick his cock. 

"More, slut, more. Open that mouth for me. Open it wide." Jason grunted as Dave's mouth closed around him. 
The hot, wet mouth moved up and down his shaft. Jason closed his eyes and leaned against the bar for 


support. 


Grunts and groans filled the room, as the air around them grew hot. The smell of sex poured into the 


atmosphere. 


Jason rocked his hips, feeling the delicious tightening between his legs. "Ahhh." He couldn't let go. He wasn't 
ready yet. Gripping Mustaine's shoulders, he pulled his cock from the talented mouth. 


"W--what? Wasn't it good?" Dave sounded unsure. 
Jason gazed into his eyes. "You were good, baby, but | wanna try something else.” 


Dave nodded. 


Jason grabbed handfuls of red hair and wrapped the silky strands around his cock. Keeping the hair trapped in 


his grip, he held his shaft and began to pump slowly. "Oh, god. Oh, fuck" He gathered speed, the hair on his 


cock a sweet, teasing friction. 
Dave was looking up at him, his eyes wide, as Jason continued to use his hair for stimulation. 


"Argh..fuckl" Warm strings of cum shot from Jason's cock. Some landed on Dave's chin, but most of it coated 


his hair. 


Jason bent and licked the cum from Dave's chin. "You look good covered in my cum, slut." He grabbed some 


cum-covered hair and flicked it against his cheek. "So hot. So fucking good" 
Dave swiped a finger along Jason's cock and brought it to his lips. He sucked on the digit and Jason smiled. "You 
like me being control, don't you, baby. It's what you wanted from James, isn't it? He couldn't give it to you, but 


| can. You're mine. You'll always be mine." He caressed a cheek before helping Dave to his feet. "Now strip for 


me, my slut," he commanded. 

Dave licked his lips and reached for the hem of his shirt. 

"No! Wait!" Jason grabbed the shirt in both hand and yanked, tearing the fabric from Dave's body. He flicked a 
nail across a nipple and smiled as Dave cried out. "I'm going to play with these because you know what? 


They're mine." He pointed at Dave's jeans. "OFF. Now." 


Dave gave a jerky nod as he fumbled for the button of his jeans. Jason could see his hands shake a little as he 


pulled off his pants and underwear. 


Jason caressed Dave's chest, twisting a nipple. "Bet you weren't expecting this when you sat down next to me 


tonight. Thought | was gonna be an easy lay, huh?" 

"You are an easy lay," Dave muttered He rocked backwards as Jason's hand connected with his jaw. 

"Who's in control? Who's in charge?" 

Dave rubbed at his cheek "You are," he muttered. "But that doesn't mean l'm not getting what | want, too.” 
Jason ran a finger down Dave's chest. "And what is it that you want?" 

Dave closed his eyes and let out a breath. "You. | want you. Want you to control me." 

"Be careful what you wish for." 

"Where's the fun in that?" Dave asked, opening his eyes to stare at Jason. 


Jason smiled, moved the bottle of SoCo, and patted the bar. "Come on, my whore, up." 


"Huh?" 

"Get your ass up here," Jason growled at him. 

Dave climbed up onto the bar and squirmed a bit. 

Jason walked around the bar to where all the liquor was stored. He pushed at Dave's shoulder. "On your back" 
Dave eased backward. 

Once he was settled, Jason moved his hands up and down the naked body before him. He stared at Dave, 
watching the muscles quiver as he touched hips, thighs, and calves. Jason traced around Dave's bellybutton 
before bending forward and slipping his tongue inside. 

"Oh, oh, fuck." Dave shifted beneath him. 

Jason didn't say anything. He'd wanted to do this for a long time. For as long as he'd lusted after Kirk, it was 
Dave he really wanted. He swiped his tongue along Dave's belly, loving the way the man shuddered beneath him. 
He mouthed his way across Dave's hip, kissing him along the top of his leg before sucking at his inner thigh. He 
bit gently and Dave nearly arched off the bar. 


"Shit, shit, shit," Dave panted and reached for his erect cock. 


Jason slapped his hand away. "No touching. Its not yours anymore. You don't cum until | say so." He grabbed 


Dave's balls and held them tightly in his hand. 
Dave let out a strangled scream 

"Who do these belong to, Dave?" Jason squeezed again 

"Ugh, shit," Dave panted and gripped the edges of the bar. "Shit. Uh, they belong to y--you" 
"That's right. When | said you belonged to me | meant all of you. Do you understand?" 
"Yo-yos! 


Jason released Dave's balls and ran his fingers along his cock. For just a minute he skimmed over the hardened 


shaft, enjoying the little moans coming from Dave's mouth. "D--do something. P--please?" 


Please. Dave had said please. Jason didn't think the man even knew the word existed. Jason smiled. "Soon. Soon. 


But | want to play first.” 


Dave's eyes tracked him as Jason moved down the bar. He grabbed a bottle and came to stand next to Dave. 


"Know what l'm in the mood for, slut?" 

Dave shook his head. "Uh, Jason, what are you-—" 

Jason cupped his face. "Trust me. You'll enjoy this." He grabbed a saltshaker and sprinkled a little salt on each 
of Dave's nipples. Next, he took a lime and squeezed just a bit of juice on top of the salt. He looked into Dave's 
wide eyes and smiled Leaning down, he laved at one nipple, taking the salt and juice into his mouth. His eyes 
screwed shut at the sour taste, but he shook it off and moved to the other nipple. He cleaned that one with 
his tongue before pouring a bit of Tequila onto Dave's chest. 

"Fuck!" Dave jerked as the liquid made contact with his skin 


Jason held him down as he licked up the liquid, sucking at some skin as he did so. 


"Oh, fuck. Thats--that's..shit, Jason. My--my nipples are tingling. Oh, my fucking god" Dave squirmed. "More. 
God, have another drink." 


Jason salted the nipples once again before squirting the limejuice on them. He watched Dave wiggle as the 


mixture seeped into the sensitive skin. 

"Damn it, Jason. God, please. God, god, fuck. Take a drink, you fucking bastard!" 
Jason leaned down and sucked Dave's nipple into his mouth, biting at the erect nub. 
Dave screamed, body shaking. "Shit, shit. That fucking b--b--burns." 


Jason looked up, lips curling upward as he took in the heaving, squirming, sweat-glistening body of his lover. 


"Feels good, don't it, baby." 

"Y--yeah. Finish it, Jason. F--finish your shot of Tequila.” 

Jason swept his tongue along the other nipple, biting it, too. He loved the little pain-filled moans Dave was 
making. Once more he poured the liquor on Dave's chest and lapped it up. The alcohol mixed with the taste of 
Dave made him light-headed. "You taste so good. Fucking good." 

"P--please, Jason, | need.." Dave panted. 

Jason grasped Dave's cock and stroked it. "What is it that you need? Tell me." 


"You. Gotta have you. Now. Fuck. Right now." 


Jason kissed him on the lips. "Just be patient. For a minute, that's all. Just a minute." He knelt behind the bar 


and began rummaging in the small refrigerator, trying to ignore Dave's panting pleas from above. "Don't worry, 
baby, it won't be long. I'll take care of you. I'll always take care of you." Finding what he was after, he slammed 
the refrigerator door shut. 

"Open your legs for me. Come on, open them wide." Jason climbed onto the bar and knelt between Dave's 
spread legs. He nudged them open a bit further until Dave's heels were dangling of the edges of the bar. 


“Touch yourself, Dave. | give you permission. Come on, do it" 


Dave looked at Jason through half-lidded eyes as he began to stroke himself. He closed his fist around his cock 
and pumped it. 


Jason stared down at the man open before him. His dick was hard again, dripping, straining. He licked his lips as 
Dave's hand moved faster up and down his own cock. 


Dave shuddered, a strangled moan escaping from his lips. Arcs of semen flew from his cock and landed on 


Jason's stomach. 


"Good boy," Jason murmured, bending down to plant a small kiss to Dave's flagging cock. He gathered the cum 


on his stomach and coated his own cock with it. 
Dave blinked and it seemed to Jason as if his eyes had gone a shade darker. 


Giving his cock a final caress, Jason grabbed the bottle at his side and shook it. "No lube, baby, so | had to be 


inventive." 
"Wh--whipped cream?" Dave licked his lips as Jason sprayed some of the white sweet treat into his palm. 


"Yeah." Jason kissed Dave in the center of his chest. He licked his lips, still tasting the Tequila "You ready for 


me, my whore? Think your hot little hole can take me?" 

"Yes, Jason Do it. Please..let me have it" Dave tweaked one of his own nipples. 

"Keep doing that,” Jason ordered. "Pinch them. Twist them. Feel the pain, Dave. The pain and the pleasure." 
Both of Dave's hands came to his chest and his fingers began to work at his nipples. He started to moan. 
Jason coated his fingers with whipped cream and pushed one into Dave. He enjoyed watching the other man 
jump and writhe under his touch. Jason worked his way up to three fingers. He moved them in and out, 


twisting them. 


‘Oh, fuck" Dave's head thrashed on the bar. "Fuck, Jason, do it. Give me your dick. Want it. Want it so bad. Give 


it to me." 


"Anything for you," Jason murmured and withdrew his fingers. He lined his cock up at Dave's entrance and 
pushed himself home. 


Dave cried out, his arms swinging wide. He knocked over a few glasses and they fell to the floor, shattering on 


impact. "Oh, my fucking god. | can feel every inch of you. So full. But, fuck, move!" 

Jason gripped his hips and began driving his dick in and out of Dave. The pace he set was slow at first, but as 
Dave's moaning increased so did Jason's thrusts. Their rhythm established, Jason gripped Dave's half-hard cock 
and began to pump it. He strained not to cum until Dave was ready. 


"Jason, Jason, Jason," Dave chanted, slamming his hand on the bar. "Yes. | can feel it. Almost there. Ugh..." 


Jason's hand slipped up and down Dave's shaft, his movements becoming a blur. He continued to pound into 


Dave and he felt his balls tightening. "Can't hold on much longer,” he grunted. 
"Let go," Dave heaved for breath. "Let go..." 


Jason gave one final thrust and shuddered as his orgasm broke from him. He emptied himself into Dave, barely 


aware as the other man called out his name and ejaculated. 
"Jason, that was--that was fucking...fucking...” 


"Shh, it's okay. | know what you mean" Jason's voice was barely above a whisper. He tried to move, but his 


body creaked and groaned in long forgotten places. "Shit, my knees are not gonna thank me for this." 
Dave patted his head. "A bar is not exactly the most comfortable place to have sex." 


Despite his screaming joints, Jason leaned over Dave and kissed him. "You're telling me. Next time we do this 


some place more comfortable." 
Dave ran his hands up and down Jason's arms. "Tomorrow night. My place.” 
"lll be there." 


The End 


